children. With my hands I will strangle, I will tear eyes out.
Revenge ! I also will have pleasure in my flesh. Revenge ! '

Michaud waved his hands in desperation and alarm. He
explained that hatred merely prolonged and intensified the
trouble, it was neither right nor just, and every effort must be
made to uproot it from human nature. This amused Lina;
she thought him sincere but quite absurd, and recovered her
composure.

' A child you are, Pierre, so intelligent, but a child/

She felt in her purse for a non-existent cigarette-end.
Michaud offered her one, which she hesitated to accept.

' It's dear, and you are not rich. No, Pierre, you are not
young, not rich, and as for getting out of a muck ...! That
you'll never learn how. I often think of you. I'm a woman
alone, always fearing the Gestapo. Warschau fixed my
identity papers but I'm fearing all the same. There are
people just the same who know and could say. In the street
I think of police-raids, I have a foreign accent and perhaps a
foreign face too. Do you think I look Jewish ? Here is this
fiat too large for me, among all these things that cost so
much, I feel lost, and I am not brave. When the evening
falls I have a heart as tight as a fist, I hear Gestapo. Always
Gestapo. For days there is a black hole in my thoughts. But
if I see you, it is over. You bring back the world that was
going. Beside Warschau, you are a poor man, a poor boob,
and yet you are strong also in another way. Oh yes, another
way.'

Michaud felt only faintly gratified. She stubbed out his
half-smoked cigarette in an ash-tray and slipped it, still
smouldering, into her purse.

' Come and see me, Pierre, I need you so much. Or if you
like I'll come to you. I like to know Helene and the children.

c Certainly,' said Michaud feebly, * come when you like.
At the moment, Helene isn't back from the clinic . . .'
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